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words in Russian (as afterwards I learnt): "Religion is the opium of the
people", but on the other side was a little chamber, the shrine of the
Iberian Virgin, before which the Czars of Russia used to halt, and I
noticed that our driver pulled off his fur cap and crossed himself
furtively*

FORGOTTEN TRAGEDY
Spray and I were put up at a place called the Guest House, on the
other side of the river and looking towards the Kremlin. It had be-
longed in the old days to a monopolist in sugar, one of the richest men,
and had remained in its old style throughout the revolution, though
most of the big houses in Moscow had been turned into tenements and
their furniture had been burnt for fuel. On the walls of spacious rooms
in the Louis XV style, with gilded chairs, were pictures by well known
French artists. I remember there was one by Greuze.
When we entered this house bolts were drawn by the house kommissar
to let us in, and after our entry chains rattled and the bolts were fastened
again.
I glanced at Spray and raised my eyebrows.
It looked rather as though we were prisoners.
We were led up a noble stairway, richly carved, and then down a long
corridor where strange people passed us. They were six Chinese
mandarins, walking with their hands in their sleeves. A curtain was
pulled on one side and behind it stood a coal-black negro with a red fez.
Further down the corridor a man came out of a room with his braces
hanging down and a grey flannel shirt tucked into his trousers. He
carried a sponge and as he passed us he squeezed it and said in English:
"The Devil is dead."
"All this is very odd," I said to Spray.
We were taken into a big salon richly furnished.
"Here is your bedroom," said the Swedish housekeeper.
But there was no bed. This defect was remedied by two soldiers who
staggered up with the bits and pieces of a great four-poster which they
fixed up. Spray took possession of this and I made use of a broad
divan. It was bitterly cold during those Moscow nights and I shall
always remember how Spray wrapped himself up head and all in his
blankets and disappeare$ from sight.
We had arrived in Moscow at an interesting time. Lenin, still alive
though nearing his death, had just promulgated his new Economic